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This, the perception that goes to make a poet, was
with Blake developed to such an extent, and so made
into a system, that he often speaks in riddles, and it
is exceedingly difficult to get at his meaning. But
Blake had a stronger hold than this upon the further
reality. He was a true visionary, for whom the other
world was as real and as convincing as this. When he
rose from his brother's deathbed, he had no need to
mourn, for he had seen his brother's soul fly up to God
clapping its hands for joy. This faculty of direct
vision, and his unquestioning faith in it, led his
poetry often into strange places where we cannot
follow : but his practical interest in the world around
him, and his instant response to cruelty or injustice,
make him at times the simplest of poets.

A Robin Redbreast in a cage
Puts all Heaven in a rage. . . .
Each outcry of the hunted Hare
A fibre from the Brain does tear.

There was always something childlike about Blake,
and he loved children. "The Chimney Sweeper/' from
Songs of Innocence, is inspired by indignation at their
unjust treatment,1 yet Blake writes with a child's
happiness, and, like his Angel, mixes familiarly with
the holiday-making sweeps' boys.

When my mother died I teas very young,
And my father sold me while yet my tongue
Could scarcely cry " 'weep ! 'weep ! 'weep I "
So your chimneys I sweep, and in soot I sleep.

1 These wretched children had to climb up inside the chimneys to
clear out the soot.